little extras and never charged for them at all. He was so good and efficient
they scarcely needed an architect at all. Let's go and see the house/
Here the other leg of the triangle showed its foot once more—its toes at
least in the door with an ingratiating smile. But I could not refuse to go to
see his house—yet. And so we went.
That house was not badly done, a lot for the money, almost as much as
Alice Millard wanted. I talked with the contractor, and she even went so far
as to say, by now, she wouldn't have anyone else build her house anyway.
1 feel', said she, 'we can trust him "utterly'7/
Now, she had been just as tmcompromising as that about her architect.
So I understood her regard for her new-found friend the contractor. But
here was already familiar and pretty slippery ground to go on.
£How do you like him?' said she, brightly, but as I could see, anxiously*
'Well/ I said, 'a woman's intuition is valuable even in these matters.
He does seem intelligent. He has had a good deal of independent experi-
ence. He likes this block-slab idea and volunteers to take the contract with-
out any profit—for the sake of experience. So he says. Therefore he is a
volunteer. Since you won't have anyone else build for you anyway, why
... I am inclined to take him at face-value.*
She sighed with relief.
She felt now quite safe. I had no good reason to oppose her ultimatum.
But—I wish I had felt as safe as she. In honesty I should add to this that I
knew of no one else, not in that region at the time, anyway. Who could,
or would, make such sacrifices for her? Some material supply-men recom-
mended the man highly. I called them up. That was how we got the god-
father to the new idea.
Here the familiar A»LA. villain the contractor enters the piece in dis-
guise, Alice MUlard's ultimatum was my flimsy excuse. But I knew just
how staunch her faith could be and I dreaded any attempt to change it.
Had she not disregarded the warnings of all her Mends, a lone woman has
hundreds, and consented to the loss of some life-long friendship in order
to embark with me in this innocent challenge to their ways and what they
approved?
And, he began well. They all do.
You see I explain this in detail to show how every idea, even as with the
Romanza, enters and encounters life as does a new-bont child, pretty much
as things happen to be—to take all when and where it may come. The
idea then begins to grow up, to work like yeast in these haphazard condi-
tions and it may survive, become important, or dwindle and die as the
child may. It is at every moment squarely up to the author of its being to
defend it. He has to save its life—continually. And he has a chaiice if all
the cards are on the table!
But, here's for confession—let's see how good for the soul it is in this
affair.
Let's call this builder-fellow the god-father of our idea. I could add
appropriate adjectives to the word god and to the word father. But after a
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